BACHING IN THE SACRED STREAM.	61
Jiina. It is the early morning. The sun has. just risen
above the horizon, and is shedding its bright rays on the
rfrer and the .city. It looks as if all the inhabitants were
a&tir and had made their way to the river. Crowds are
seen on the steps, some even then making -their way back
after having bathed, and others going down to the stream.
Thousands are in the water. Men and women, boys and
girls, are there—the men and women at a shbrt distance
from each other. Immediately above the water are plat-
forms with huge stationary umbrellas over them, and on
these men are squatted, whose portly appearance betokens
ease and plenty. These are Gungaputrs—sons of the
Ganges—a class of Brahmans, whose duty it is 'to take
care of the clothes of the people as they bathe, to put a
mark on their forehead to show they have bathed, and
who receive a small offering from them as they retire.
All bring with them their bathing-dress, and they most
deftly take off and put on their scanty clothing. When
the bathing is over they wring out the clothes in which
the'y have bathed, fill with Ganges water a small brazen
vessel, which each person carries with him, and make-
their way into the city to pay their homage to their
favourite gods before* proceeding to their homes. I have
been told that the very devout among them visit some
thirty temples of a morning.
You watch the people as they bathe. It is evident
they are not engaged in mere ablution, so important fot-
health and comfort in that hot climate. They are engaged
in worship. You see them taking up the water of the
Ganges in the palm of their hands, and offering it up tq
the sun as they mutter certain prescribed words,. -You
observe them making a circular motion, and if sufficiently
near you see them breathing heavily, which you are told

